Angels of Reach 
by Bigfoot02 


Category: Halo 

Genre: Sci-Fi, Tragedy 

Language: English 

Characters: E. Buck 

Status: In-Progress 

Published: 2013-04-01 03:55:27 

Updated: 2014-01-21 03:15:34 

Packaged: 2016-04-27 04:09:41 

Rating: M 

Chapters : 7 

Words : 14,657 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: This is the story of ODST squad Angel and their struggle 
trying to take back Reach. With nothing but the guns on their backs 
and with the help of an old friend. But even against these impossible 
odds, heroes are born from the ashes. Rated M for language and very 
intense violence. 


1 . Welcome to Angel Squad 
_**Chapter 1: Welcome to Angel Squad**_ 

**Hey guys! This is my very first novel so constructive criticism, 

advice or even novel ideas. I'll accept anything you have to offer! 

* * 

Some say history is written by the victoraC | that is the biggest lie 
ever told to man. We were told the war would be won so long as we 
kept fighting, and our reward was watching a world go up in flames. 
Reach was a war we could never have won, thrown against impossible 
odds while giving false hope to those who truly believed we could 
stop the Covenant. No one was safe from the slaughtera€| men, women, 
children, marines, Spartans, it didn't matter; they were all lambs at 
the slaughter. 

Some survived, scarred by watching a whole world be glassed by the 
covenant fleet wishing they were consumed by the terror which claimed 
their homeaC | But this war would make even the cockiest, headstrong 
and hostile men learn that in war, we are all brothers. 

Welcome to Reach. 

July 21th, 2552 

Ryan walked through the halls of the Pillar of Autumn, avoiding the 
collection of engineers and marines as he made his way down to the 
weight room. Although they usually moved out of his way seeing the 



"Hell Jumpers" tattoo he has on his left shoulder, it was nice being 
recognized. People fear ODST ' s for good reason, dropping out of a pod 
at atmospheric levels straight into a hot zone automatically made you 
badass, crazy and respected. Most of the ODST ' s are hot headed and 
cocky, even towards the Spartans, which most say are "Just a bunch of 
steroid babies putting on a show" . They never liked anyone who took 
the spotlight away from them. 

Inside was his squad of five other ODST's, Butch, Hammer, Red, Snow 
and Cross. Butch and Hammer we're brothers, twins actually, born from 
New Harmony. Both being 6 '4, buzz cut dark brown hair wide jaws, 
green eyes, round skulls and an attitude like their shoe sizes, no 
one is sure if even elites would want to go toe to toe with these 
crazy bastards who usually packed heavy weapons and had tongues sharp 
enough to insult even Cross himself. Red was the sniper, silent and 
deadly. New Mombasa, Earth. He was dark skinned with short cut hair 
like all Jumpers. Made him all the easier to make fun of. Except it's 
probably not a good idea to do it at a distance. Snow was a funny mix 
of what most ODST's only wish for. Firstly, she was a woman; probably 
one of the only female hell jumper to exist. Secondly, she's 
attractive, with her shoulder length blonde hair, narrow chin and 
overall long face with high risen cheeks and blue eyes. Most guys 
would hit on her, but she reminded Hammer with a swift kick in the 
balls telling him she wasn't a softy that needed protection. Finally 
is Cross, who not even his squad knows a lot about other than he is 
straight orders keep-mouths-shut-when-ordered kind of guy. His so 
called secrets have secrets, all of which hide under that melon-like 
bald head of his and his beady grey eyes. Even Ryan wonders how many 
secrets will spill out if his head got cracked open. 

Looking at his squad members all ready to go, Ryan approached the 5 
chatting hell jumpers, taking off his jacket revealing his muscle 
shirt and well toned muscles underneath while Butch look up with a 
smile. "What took you so long to get here bed wetter?" 

Ryan looked at Butch like he wanted to shoot the smug look of that 
assholes face. That nickname was given to him after his first drop in 
a pod. The air brake had only worked for a few seconds before 
breaking off, the pod hitting the ground too fast and knocking him 
unconscious. When he had woken up in the med bay, his squad had told 
him that right before his pod must have hit the ground he must have 
pissed himself before getting knocked out. Not a single day went by 
when he wasn't reminded by Butch or Hammer. 

Snow looked over at Butch, seemingly how she usually loved to insult 
the two brutes. "You know, last time I heard you screamed the whole 
way down on your first." 

Butch gave her a glare and bared teeth like he was some sort of rabid 
dog. "You better keep your mouth shut you littleaCi" 

Cross shot a look over at Butch and Snow with his small, beady, 
deathly eyes. "Lock it down, both of you," His tone dropped to show 
how pissed off he was "Or do I have to end it myself?" 

Butch and Snow look over at Cross and went to attention standing and 
immediately replied. "No sir!" 


Cross rolled his eyes before standing to head to the mess hall. 

"Good, if I have to do it again. I'll hand your asses to the Covenant 



my self. " 


After finally walking out. Snow looked like she was going to hit 
someone, most likely Butch, and everyone sat silently while Ryan 
walked over and looked back over his shoulder. "What the fuck is his 
problem? " 

Snow simply shook her head, "Honest lya€ i " She let out a puff of air 
and brushed some of her long blonde hair out of her face. "I haven't 
got a clue, maybe it's because he's spent so much time sitting on his 


As long as he had been with him, Ryan didn't quite understand Cross, 
hell, no one did. He always seemed to be uptight, biting at heads 
whenever they had a little fight between them like he wanted 
everything to be quiet. Everyone was on edge because of the recent 
attacks. Colonies being wiped out one by one is like doomsday marked 
on a calendar. And all they could do was sit on their asses and wait 
for Hell to come jumping on them. Ryan knew it. Snow knew it, and 
everyone knew it was only time until the Covenant showed up. 

Hammer had already been on the bench press lifting 250 pounds while 
the argument was going on and finally set the bar down and sat up. 
"All I know is I can't wait until they show up. Fighting brutes is 
better than listening to marines complaining about how shitty the 
food taste." Hammer always thought everyone should be as tough as 
him, so marines didn't exactly like him being around. 

Red looked over from the wall he was leaning against, his brown skin 
and short hair making him nearly unnot iceable . "Oh yeah," He piped up 
with a laugh. "Gives me an excuse to shoot grunts, love watching 
those little prick's heads explode." 

Ryan looked at his squad while curling with a 60 pound dumbbell, 
listening to the conversation while they did their workouts talking 
about what they would do when the covenant shows up. They always did 
this to keep their morals up and in order to keep their cocky as Hell 
attitudes. After their workouts they walked to their bunks and 
laughed before they went to their rooms to get a good rest for the 
next day. Ryan sat at the terminal and went through the menus until 
he turned on the camera and started the recording. 

"Hey little sis. It's Ryan. Sorry I won't be home for your birthday 
this year, I know I promised but they got me working until next year. 
I sent you a present though, should arrive a day or two after your 
special day. Wish I could see you growing up; see how much of a big 
girl you're becomingaC | I miss you LindsayaC | I miss mom and dada€ | 
I'm sorry I couldn't be home this timeaCi" Ryan sniffed a little 
before rubbing his eyes before laughing sadly. "Making me cry 
thinking about just how long I've been gone... I tried sis, I begged 
them to let me come home and how much it would mean to you buta€ | " 
Ryan's voice began to crack and a single tear rolled down his face as 
he tried to keep himself composed. "I love you sis, promise I'll be 
home as soon as I can." 

With that he closed the screen and laid his head on the desk, feeling 
pain leech at his body with every tear that rolled down his face, 
making a small pool on the desk. He finally sat up a made a quiet 
sob, going over to his bed and laying quietly, laying in the darkness 
hoping he would eventually fall into a peaceful and quiet sleep in 



order to take away the pain. 


**So that was chapter one of Angels of Reach! Please review and if 
you see any mistakes, tell me and I will fix them A.S.A.P.! I will 
release more chapters for you to read soon enough!** 


2 . Fight in the Schoolyard 
_**Chapter 2: Fight in the Schoolyard* *_ 

**This is chapter 2 of Angels of Reach! Any concerns you see in my 
writing don't hesitate to ask! Enjoy!** 

July 22nd 2552 

Ryan woke up from his restless and nightmarish sleep feeling like he 
had just been thrown around by a brute. When he tried to look back on 
it, all he saw was a citya€ i not Reach but Earth. He watched as 
covenant ships began glassing the planet and scores of covenant 
soldiers poured out all over the streets, gunning down anyone who 
even dared try to escape. Suddenly his sister ran out and he screamed 
at her to stop but she kept running as if she didn't see him; like 
she was running away from him. Then suddenly, when he blinked, his 
sister was impaled and held up with an energy sword, mouth wide open 
but no screams as the elite's active camouflage flickered off. It 
held her up to its face and smelled her before throwing her body to 
the ground, letting a pool of blood gather by her chest. The Elite 
then turned to Ryan and let out a deep, roaring laughter before 
staring at him with small beady eyes under his helmet. 

"You will all burn!" 

He sat up from his bed feeling exhausted and went into the bathroom 
to clean himself up. He quickly shaved the coarse stubble off his 
face and examined his face as he then proceeded to cut it short 
again. Ryan had a fairly wide face but far less then the twins or 
Cross, wide jawed with a narrow chin, mid-height cheeks and short 
brown hair with a copper tinge to it. His build was also large, 
having broad, squared off shoulders and arms thick with muscle but 
more of lean muscle then body builder stuff. After that he looked at 
his smooth muscle toned chest, putting a finger on a scar over his 
right lung with went around to the small of his back. Taking time to 
look over it he remembers how he got it, dropping in and being caught 
off guard right out of the pod. Elite had tried stabbing him with a 
sword and missing the vitals by a mere inch; had it not been for Red, 
he probably wouldn't be alive. 

After finishing up, Ryan walked down to the hangar bay in order to 
keep himself entertained, walking around watching marines run 
through, most likely for discipline reasons. He also looked over and 
saw a squad of Hell Jumpers all clustered around a warthog, bearing 
the tattoos of "Thunder Squad". He quietly swore to himself and 
immediately made his way towards the door straight in front of him, 
hoping they hadn't seen him. 

Thunder was the most violent, bat shit insane, cockiest sons a 
bitches that are stationed on Reach. They usually beat other ODST's 
just for the sake of showing they were the alpha dogs and most of 
them were just insane in general. 



He made it about 20 feet from the door from when suddenly he heard a 
pair of boots smack on the ground, and at that moment he knew it was 
Thunder because a second later he heard several other slow footsteps 
and the clatter as people moved out of the way. There was a chuckle 
before a deep, laughing voice broke the silence. "Well, well, 
well..." He said still laughing. "What do we have here? Lost little 
Angel fell from the sky? ' 

Ryan turned to face Thunder Squad, all eight of them with their 
tattoo covered arms and shoulders, and insane look in their eyes. The 
one standing in front, who everyone called Little Joe, with his 
short, ginger hair and massive body builder muscle stood in front of 
the squad and looked around. "Seems like you came all by yourself 
hmm? " 

The lone angel squad member turned to face the eight others with a 
small smile as if he wasn't expecting a beating to happen. Great 
thing about being how he spent his childhood avoiding fights, he can 
handle being called a little pansy ass bitch and walk away; with 
thunder? He doubted that would fly, but it was worth the 
shot . 

People had cleared from around him to give him space he would need. 
Ryan looked around the wide open hangar as if he wasn't the one they 
were talking to and then brought his eyes down on Joe. "Well I 
thought I might go for a stroll, just trying to pass the time you 
know?" He said with a blank look on his face. This time a fight would 
not only look bad on him, but also he wouldn't walk for the rest of 
his life. 

Thunder responded with a chuckle as they formed a half circle around 
him which he knew was a sure sign that a fight was going to start, he 
only had one thing that he knew he needed to use now. 

Joe had already made his way straight for Ryan, a look in his eyes 
like he wasn't going to stand a chance. As he awaited the inevitable 
beating he was about to endure, he heard someone yell out, "Hey! The 
fuck you think you're doing you prissy little rain cloud?" 

His face had gone beet red and with a clenched jaw, Joe actually 
turned slightly to see Butch standing up on the upper railing yelling 
down to him, and he looked straight at him while he taunted back, 

"Why don't you come down so I can kick your ass mya€ | " 

Before he could even finish his sentence, Ryan had charged him and 
kicked the side of his knee cap as hard as he could, caving in with a 
loud crack from his combat boots breaking bone. He then kneed him 
straight in the center of his back, forcing a massive wave of pain to 
shoot through his body and to lie against the floor. Joe turned to 
try and get up but Ryan had brought his boot down on his head, 
shattering his nose, fresh blood spraying all over the cold metal 
floor and knocking him out cold. 

The rest of the squad watched in shock as their squad leader went 
down before he even had a clue what had happened and one of them had 
yelled out. "You little bitch! Let's beat this cheap bastard!" And 
with that, Ryan knew it was time to throw away all the rules of a 
fight . 



Out of the seven in the half circle, four of them had come after Ryan 
while the rest were too shocked to comprehend what had just happened. 
One of them grabbed him by the shirt and sent a punch straight across 
his jaw, making a crack as it made contact. The squad member then 
threw him against a docked pelican and picked up a massive piece of 
pipe of sorts and swung it straight for Ryan's head. He rolled 
quickly and the pipe struck the transport, leaving a small dent in 
the side while Ryan had grabbed a small pipe and smashed it into the 
knee of the trooper, sending the broken bone and muscle through the 
back of his leg before smashing him again in the jaw, breaking it and 
knocking him out cold. By now the crowd was amazed at what Ryan was 
doing and began actually cheering for him, crying out his name and 
whistling as he looked over to see what they were doing; bad 
mistake . 

One of the others tackled him straight in the chest, smashing him 
against a supply crate while he drove punches straight for his face. 

Ryan managed to block a few but a few struck his face, leaving red, 

swollen marks and bloody teeth. Once the trooper drew back his fist 
back for a finishing blow, Ryan quickly shot him in the lungs with a 
jab, knocking the wind out of him and slamming him against the crate. 
He then gave a final stomp on the man's windpipe and drove the 
remaining air out of him. The one trooper had decided to back off 
while the remaining one gave him body shots all over before grabbing 
his throat and holding him against the crate, drawing out a long 
combat knife from his hip and pressing it against Ryan's neck. "I'm 
going to gut you like a fucking pig! ' 

Before Ryan could even think to react, a boot suddenly smashed the 

man in the side of the head, sending him sprawling against the floor 

with his three other comrades. The trooper stood to see Snow standing 
in front of Ryan, a look in her eyes like she was going to murder 
this little fucker. The man had blood flowing from the side of his 
head and his nose while he glared at her. "Better move out of the way 
Molly Maid, or else I'll put you on the menu as well!" 

Snow ran at the man so quickly his eyes went as wide as saucers 
before sending a punch straight across his jaw. When the man had 
barely hit the floor she put a boot on his throat and held his knife 
to his eye. "Call me that againaC i and I will cuta€ | your fuckingaC | 
balls off!" She said through gritted teeth while the trooper had 
already gone pale white and scampered off, leaving the other men on 
the floor. 

Ryan spat out blood from his mouth and grimaced from the possible 
broken ribs and several other injuries while he smiled a painful look 
at Snow. "Thanksa€| would have been screwed if you hadn't showed 
upa€ | " He barely managed to make that out before needing to cough up 
some more blood. 

Snow looked over at him before walking over and looking at him. "You 
ok?" She looked at him with her big, blue eyes concerned. It was a 
look she had never really given him, he always thought she didn't 
like being seen as a softy but she was concerned. 

Painfully, he tried to suffice with words but all that came out was a 
groan and him falling against the supply crate. Eventually he managed 
to make out a sentence that was audible. "Yeaha€| I'm fine" 


Before Snow could continue her sentence the rest of angel walked 



over. Hammer and Butch having a big ass grins on their faces before 
Butch spoke first. "Shit man! Never thought the day when you would 
ACTUALLY fight someone!" 


Ryan smiled and Hammer clasped him by the shoulder with an iron-like 
grip before wrapping an arm around him while Red and Cross showed up. 
"We got to give him a new nickname! Fucking over all of thunder squad 
deserves recognition!" 

Red smiled in the background while Cross walked over with a look in 
his eyes like always, pissed as almighty fuck. He looked around at 
the down troopers before looking back to Ryan. "Was it in self 
defense? " 

Hammer looked at Ryan and wrapped an arm around his other shoulder so 
the two brothers were standing on either side of him. Hammer laughed 
childishly. "Sir, Isn't that the regular bullshit?" 

Cross looked at the beat up squad member, ignoring Hammer's comment. 
"Was it?" 

He spat off blood to the side so it didn't land on Cross's boots. 

"Yes sir, ' He said with a bloody smile. "It most definitely 
was . " 

Defiantly, against all odds, something not deemed possible to man. 
Cross smirked which broke into a smile. "Go get those wounds patched 
up; you're going to have some explaining to do tomorrow." 

Ryan began walking off while Cross told the medics in the area to 
come deal with the troopers knocked out and bleeding. Snow walked 
right next to him while Hammer, Butch and Red walked slightly behind. 
Butch laughed as they arrived at the med bay. "Heal well you crazy 
bastard, we have to spend time figuring out your new nickname since I 
can't call you bed wetter anymore!" 

Snow stood in the doorframe with a slight smile on her face as Ryan 
looked up at her from the bed. She brushed hair out of her face and 
smiled back until Hammer called her and she looked to him. Before 
leaving she glanced back at Ryan and then ran down the hall to catch 
up with the others. Ryan let a breath out before hanging his head low 
waiting for the doctor to show up, he sat there for a good long while 
waiting for the inevitable. 

Tomorrow was going to fucking suck. 

**That was chapter two of Angels of Reach! Hopefully you are enjoying 
the story! The next chapter may not be out for a while but I promise 
the story will continue! Don't forget to review and leave comments on 
possible ways to make the story better!** 


3 . Storm 

_**Chapter 3: Storm**_ 

**Apologies for the delay! I've had writers block and have been busy 
this past while with other manners. I hope you understand and accept 
my apology. With that here is chapter 3! Enjoy!** 



July 23rd, 2552 


Ryan had sat in the med for a few hours as they patched up his wounds 
from the recent scuffle with thunder. Turns out he had taken quite a 
beating from what the doctor had told him and the adrenalin rush must 
have blocked it out. Hearing that he had a busted nose and a cracked 
wrist to boot, he didn't think there was much left he had to deal 
with after the bio-gel had set in. After all, one of thunder squad's 
boys wouldn't be walking for a couple months and Little Joe would be 
out for the count until his leg fixed up. However they weren't the 
only ones that Ryan had to watch his back for after that 
disturbance . 

After the doctor had given him a check over one last time, he told 
Ryan to let the wrist heal for the day before trying to shoot a gun, 
something he didn't exactly like hearing. After walking out into the 
waiting room, filled with the sick and infirmed, he immediately saw 
his squad waiting for him sitting around in the chairs with half of 
them resting their heads back. As Ryan walked over. Snow looked up at 
him with a bright smile reaching her cheeks, but Cross didn't share 
her enthusiasm to see him. Cross stood and walked right in front of 
him with a death glare and shook his head. "You got no idea of the 
shit storm you just got yourself into?" 

Looking past Cross's shoulder he met Snow's eyes, looking down at the 
floor slightly and also slightly pale. Ryan let out a sigh before 
looking up to meet Cross's thousand mile stare. "So what happens? Run 
20 miles? Cleaning toilets with my toothbrush?' 

Butch and Hammer had stood up from their nice long rest and Hammer 
cracked his neck before letting out a long groan as he stretched 
himself out. Butch yawned and smirked at Ryan, "Oh no, this is out of 
his hands. It's going up to Admiral Black, which means it won't be 
good. You seem to be the center of attention these days don't you?" 

He elbowed him while chuckling. "C'mon, Black won't have the patients 
we do . " 

Thoughts raced through his mind as he stood with his squad and began 
making their way down to the Admiral's office. Knowing that from one 
fight and it had already attracted the attention of the Admiral? This 
wasn't going to end well for him or the rest of his squad. After all. 
Butch and Hammer we're enough trouble to keep from getting in one 
sort of trouble or the next. 

It stayed quiet between the squad members for most of the way as they 
navigated their way through the crowded hallways, knowing exactly how 
long he had before he would be transferred, sent down to Reach or 
stuck cleaning toilets until he was put in his grave. The whole walk 
was quiet until they reached the door with the name "Admiral C. 

Black" which Cross knocked on and looked at over at him, "So, " Cross 
let the words come out dry and plain. "All I got to say to you is 
tell the truth. She knows what happened so lying won't do you any 
good . " 

Ryan glanced over at the rest of his squad which all looked slightly 
concerned except Red, that bastard never showed any emotions, ever. 
Snow however was looking at him with slightly concerned eyes but her 
face was solid as Hammer and Butch's skulls combined, typical for her 
really. He let out a long sigh and smirked. "I'll try not to get 
transferred . " 



Before they could say anything else, a voice buzzed over a P.A. 

"Yes?" a voice came out over, sounding young and spry but very 
commanding . 

Cross looked over at Ryan before speaking back. "We brought Penner, 
you said you wanted to speak with him?" 

The P.A. immediately responded to Cross as soon as the words had come 
out of his mouth. "Thank you Sergeant, that will be all. You and your 
squad are dismissed." 

Cross gave a nod to Ryan while he clenched his jaw. He hated being 
called by his last name; ever since he joined up with the Marines he 
had gotten nicknames before anyone had even memorized his actual 
name. Unfortunately the higher ranking officers weren't like 
soldiers, everything being from the book. He never liked being around 
them when he didn't have to. 

With that through his mind the rest of his squad made their leave 
while the door slid open with a hiss and after he had gone through it 
had closed and locked itself. Nervously he checked the security 
clearance for the door, seeing that is was far too high for him to 
open . 

There was a clearing of a throat as he spun around and came to 
attention and instinctively went into salute which the woman sitting 
at the desk linked her hands together on the desk. "At ease 
Penner . " 

He put his hand to his side and watched as she stared at a screen, 
watching as it flickered rapidly, opening different files, having no 
doubt it was an A. I. sorting through them. Black then spoke as she 
stared through the files with a hardened look on her face. "Soa€| 
Corporal Ryan Penner, joined the UNSC Marine Corps at age 22, lived 
on Earth beforehand with your younger sister and parents. At age 26 
you had gone into several engagements against covenant forces in 
which you took an injury sustained from an energy sword. You then 
spent several years onward taking part in multiple wars against the 
covenant on multiple different colonies until age 28 which you 
attempted to join the ODST detachment. After trying for a year at age 
29 you successfully were drafted and were placed into Angel squad 
which you have currently been a part of to this day. Is this 
correct ? " 

Ryan swallowed heavily before looking down at the Admiral. Her 
appearance wasn't at all what he expected, having raven black hair 
tied into a ponytail, her crisp and sharp uniform with several 
different medals on the portion over her breast pocket with her 
nametag just above that. Overall she looked like she was in her 
twenties if it weren't for the wrinkles on the edges of her eyes and 
on her hardened, commanding cheeks. He only glanced over her for a 
moment before he stuck his chin up and stared straight. "Yes 
Ma'am." 

Black looked at him from her desk and watched him closely. "Then you 
understand very well when I ask you a question you will answer 
truthfully. I know your kind very well and if you so much as lie to 
me I will have you stripped of your rank, taken of your position as 
part of the ODST's, thrown down to Reach where you will be stuck 



shining Spartan's boots until you lay in your grave. Am I 
clear?" 

"Yes Ma'am!" He quickly responded. In this situation he didn't even 
have to think, after all, the woman which sat before him had the 
power to do it . 

"Good." she said leaning over her desk and looking straight into his 
eyes. "My first question is did you or did you not engage in a 
conflict between another fellow ODST squad?" 

Wondering if the truth would get him in a deeper hole, he decided to 
say in anyways so he didn't lose his spot with angel squad. "That is 
correct Ma'am." 

Black rubber her eyes before sanding and leaving her hands spread 
apart on her desk. "You do realize we have a war to fight, don't you 
Corporal ? " 

"Yes Ma'am." Ryan knew exactly where she was going with this. The 
covenant invading had been hard on everyone and the officer's were 
the ones who had to organize the madness. In her shoes he probably 
just would have just given up. 

"Then explain to me why you insist on attacking thunder squad and 
putting two of them out for the fight until further notice?" 

Again he swallowed expecting the worst to come raining down on him 
from her, but in stead he kept himself fully composed. "Self defense 
Ma'am, there was no other choice." 

Black stood and crossed her hands behind her back and let out a sigh 
before looking at him with a hardened face but still stern. "Then you 
will understand when I say that you had better smarten up. This time 
you may be right Penner but you still left several ODST's out for the 
count which their recoveries will not be soon. They may have attacked 
you but they were still soldiers we could have used against the 
covenant. You're dismissed, but next time this happens, I can promise 
you this. You will never want to set foot on this system so long as I 
am on it. Understood?" 

"Yes Ma 'am! " 

"Good, report back in tomorrow for your reassigned jobs. Since the 
covenant won't be here anytime soon, you will still be stuck with the 
unpleasant works. Be glad that this is all you will be 
getting . " 

With that Penner gave her a salute and made his way to the door but 
before he walked out. Black spoke behind him. "Hold on a 
moment . " 

Ryan turned and looked at her confused; not understanding what else 
there was to be covered. "Yes Ma'am?" 

The Admiral flicked through something on the screen before meeting 
his eyes with a normal expression and even possibly some sorrow mixed 
in but he couldn't tell. "I rearranged your shift. You'll be taking a 
ship back to Earth in exactly one week time to see your family. Your 
sister deserves to have a brother for her 16 th birthday." 



He attempted to speak but no words began to form in his mind, not 
believing what the Admiral had just told him and with that he made 
his leave. When he stepped out of the office his whole squad was 
waiting for him and Butch was the first one to grasp an arm around 
him. "Well he came out alive it seems!" His attitude happy as a kid 
on Christmas as the rest of the squad stood up from their seats eager 
to go to bed it seemed. As they walked back to their bunks and Ryan 
went to walk into his room. Butch hit him on the shoulder and yelled 
back. "Have a good rest Storm!" 

All of a sudden he had realized they must have come up with a 
nickname for him while he was speaking with the Admiral. He liked it 
actually, had a nice ring to it and was short enough to use in 
combat. Snow walked by and brushed hair out of her face before 
turning to him. "Have a good rest Storm, you've earned it." 

With that she made her leave and Ryan didn't get a chance to respond. 
It was sad enough he could barely speak to her, nonetheless explain 
to her that he liked her. Problem was being an ODST; everything had 
to be at a professional level, no loose ends. He smacked his head 
against his wall before walking in, deciding tomorrow; tomorrow he 
would tell her how he felt. Hopefully she wouldn't kick him in the 
balls but if he only had a week left on this planet, he wanted to 
spend it with her. With that he sat in his bed and closed his eyes, 
finally being at peace and knowing it would be a good day 
tomorrow . 

**That was chapter 3! I will try to have next one up much sooner than 
this one! Don't forget to keep following the story and to give me 
suggestions on how to make it better!** 


4 . Descend from the Heavens 
**Chapter 4: Decend from the Heavens** 

** Sorry for the delay! I apologize for the time it takes for me to 
write a chapter and if you are still following then thank you for 
your support! I'll try to work on it more frequently when I have the 
time. Anyway here is chapter 4 of Angels of Reach!** 

July 24th, 2552 

Ryan, or "Storm" as he started to call himself like the others, sat 
in his bunk in a deep sleep, the best sleep he's had in a long time 
in fact. This time his dream wasn't a nightmare, instead he was back 
at home. Earth. He saw his sister, Lindsay, running to him with tear 
glazed eyes running into his arms, glad to finally see her brother 
after all the years he had been in service. Like never before he was 
glad to be with the one person he cared about most, seeing the look 
on her face was something that brought tears to his own eyes. Then he 
heard footsteps behind him and as he stood holding his sister he saw 
Snowa€ | dressed in her full ODST armor with her helmet held under her 
arm as she approached him slowly. Being drawn to Snow, he stood there 
awkwardly as she wrapped her arms around the back of Ryan's neck and 
smiled plainly and whispered silently, "StormaC | " which confused him; 
didn't she know his real name? 

Suddenly he felt something jerk him suddenly, was that Snow? Storm 



opened his eyes and looked into Snow's, her expression no longer 
being soft and rather being stern and hard. Violently she jerked him 
hard and repeated, "Storm, " being much louder and then some kind of 
strange ambience sounded in the background and finally Snow yelled 
right in his face at the very top of her lungs as if she was 
screaming, "Storm!" 

In a massive burst of adrenalin his eyes shot wide open and noticed 
the lights were no longer turned off but instead the alarm was 
blazing loudly and the lights all lit up flashing in order to wake 
everyone up. Without hesitation he shot up from his bed and stood, 
immediately fitting his clothing on before looking back at Snow with 
a confused expression. "What is this, another damn practice drop?" 
They had done this a week ago with all the ODST squads to ensure they 
still knew how to drop in. It was a regular ritual but this one was a 
little early, even by ODST standards. 

Anxiously Snow looked to Ryan and swallowed hard before grabbing him 
by the shoulders. "I don't know, just get to the armory and get 
suited up ASAP . " 

There wasn't any thinking when you were told to suit up; by now it 
was second nature for him to do this without asking questions. 
Sprinting past all the bustling engineers and other ODST ' s trying to 
make it to where Angel squad was getting set up. This didn't make any 
sense, why would all these people be running around for a combat 
drop? Was this a station wide drill? That didn't make sense; they 
didn't do that because of the amount of people on the ship and the 
mass confusion they would cause in the process. 

Shaking off the thoughts that were buzzing around in his head he ran 
into Angel squad's armory and saw that the rest of them had already 
gotten suited up and already were loading up their weapons and doing 
their final checks. Storm opened his armor locker and quickly started 
throwing his suit on, fitting on the suit and pressing the chest 
plate with angel wings on it against his chest, making sure nothing 
bit into him so when he dropped it wouldn't constrict 
breathing . 

Cross approached him as Storm fitted his combat knife to the right 
side of his breast plate and already reaching for his magnum, pulling 
it out to check that it was loaded and grabbing 4 magazines for it, 
placing them in the magazine pouches. "You got any idea what's 
happening guys?" Storm said as he looked around the room at his 
squad, all of them looking just as lost as he was with the whole 
situation happening around them. 

Butch pressed against the back of a Spartan laser, making a high 
pitched whine as the battery connected to the firing mechanism 
inside. Raising an eyebrow and propping the Spartan laser on his 
shoulder and gesturing to Cross. "You got any idea what's going 
on?" 


Storm, as everyone called him now, had already fitted his entire 
uniform with his three-round burst BR55 Battle rifle, fitting it into 
the holder in his pod along with his M7-Submachine gun, customized 
with a silencer and a holographic sight. Turning to face Cross, Storm 
was thinking of all the possible reasons this could be about but 
instead of blabbering, he kept his mouth shut waiting for Cross to 
explain what is going on. 



Cross looked around to everyone before speaking in his 
scary-as-hell-pant s-crapping drill voice. "I'll keep this nice and 
short; our objective is to secure a perimeter for a FOB for marine 
forces to create an effective counter defense on the ground. Enemy 
forces have already begun invading the planet surface so expect heavy 
resistance . " 

Red slammed a magazine into his .50 caliber M24 sniper rifle before 
looking back to Cross. "Excuse me sir, but what exactly IS the 
enemy? " 

Cross fitted his helmet on his head before sitting back in his pod. 
"Who do you think? Shut your mouths and get ready for a combat 
drop ! " 

Storm put his helmet onto his head as did everyone else as they sat 
back in their pods. He looked at Snow who was already in her pod with 
a look on her face that showed fear, pale white before her visor 
darkened and he couldn't see it. Storm threw on his helmet and sat in 
the pod as it sealed shut, suddenly moving to the side as an 
automated crane system jerked his pod suddenly and held it over top 
of the drop chute as Cross's voice came out over the radio. "Alright 
boys, when the UNSC calls upon us to drop in, when we are called upon 
for the jobs no one else can do, when the asses needed to be kicked 
need be kicked for good, HOW DO WE RESPOND!?" 

All the squad responded as there was a hiss of the locks releasing. 
Storm took a breath full of air before yelling out in unison with the 
rest of the squad. "DESCEND FROM THE HEAVENS!" 

Suddenly, without any warning, the gut-wrenching feeling of 
weightlessness filled Storm's body as the bright sunlight filled his 
visor and he immediately took in the surroundings. 

Their pods had dropped in first out of the several hundred other 
ODST ' s above them, looking up seeing a small area of sky like a trail 
from the Pillar of Autumn of drop pods. There was more than your 
average amount dropped in, usually only a fraction of the amounts to 
deal with insertions. Storm brought his eyes down and his breathing 
stopped like he had been punched in the gut and shot; covenant ships 
dotted above the atmosphere beyond counting from his pod, burning 
wreckage from UNSC ships and orbital stations burned brightly from 
the left over plasma that burned their decompressed hulls. Mac rounds 
pounded at the attacking covenant ships while volley's of plasma 
torpedoes, havoc missiles and covenant ships pouring in from slip 
space like they were throwing their entire fleet at them. As Storm's 
pod hit the first layer of atmosphere he grabbed a hold of the 
controls and began steering it manually, something about computers 
made the ODST ' s uneasy so they usually flew solo. Once the pods 
reached the inner layer of atmosphere, covenant corvettes over the 
major populations had already set up and began launching phantoms and 
spirits onto the surface. Storm hit the switch on his chute which 
opened up and slowed him down a little bit. 

Suddenly there was a lurch and a loud clang was heard as his chute 
broke off from the pod, hitting another pod above him and crushing it 
into itself and flying off course. Hammer suddenly screamed out over 
comms as Storm's pod went into free fall. "SHIT! STORM!" 



He managed to look up to see his fellow hell jumpers above him as 
they began to slow down while he continued at the same speed, 
thoughts going through his mind as he streaked towards the earth at 
4500 feet and falling fast. Nothing was coming to mind; this was just 
like when he pissed himself except this was a LOT higher and he would 
definitely not survive the drop from this altitude. Radio chatter 
filled his ears from his squad mates talking but he had no clue what 
they were saying. Storm just knew he would probably wind up flat as a 
fucking pancake. Great way to die, quick and painless he supposed. 

But as he passed through the main cloud layer and stared down at the 
ground from his altitude he saw a beach with a wide passing ocean 
lying out for as afar as the eye could see. From what he could tell 
his pod was going to hit nearby the beach on land which he knew would 
kill him before he knew what happened. However he then thought of his 
sister, his parents, his home, Snowa€ | how could he explain to her 
how he felt if he was dead? At that moment he had flashbacks of all 
the times he had with everyone he knew in his life, the ocean 
reminding him of his childhood home, skipping rocks with his sister 
standing on the beach on his 12th birthday, through to his wedding 
with Snow and them having children until they died on Earth 
peacefully and happily. However he looked back to the skipping rocks 
when he was a boy and looked down at the ocean, getting the most 
absolute, impossible, outlandish and bat-shit insane idea he ever 
conceived in his time as a hell jumper. 

Skip the pod across the water onto the beach, just like skipping 
stones . 

At this point. Storm didn't give a fuck if it worked or 
not . 

Fighting with the intense g-force, he fought with the controls to 
force his pod to move straight down so that he was now plunging 
straight towards the dark, dreary waters of the ocean instead of the 
beach. Storm let his pod descend down towards the water while 
clenching his controls tightly knowing he had to get his timing 
right. Just like the rocks, if his pod went too high, it would hit 
the shallows and kill him from the impact. If it came in too sharp, 
it would hit the water and most likely kill him or pull his pod into 
the depths where he would drown. Breathing heavily and slowly pulling 
on the controls to bring the pod so it would come in more flat, the 
pod began shaking violently and controlling it began to become harder 
and harder as the water then began to rush up towards him as he tried 
to level out the pod. Looking at his altitude gauge it read 2300, 

1750, 1392, 946. Storm now put the finishing touches on the angle 
before he saw that right before he was about to hit the water, he 
noticed a dark, reef beneath the surface and cursed loudly. "Oh for 
FUCKa€ | " 

Before the thought could even be finished, the pod streaked towards 
the black abyss and he didn't even feel anything as it smashed hard 
against the water and his vision blacked out. 

**That was chapter 4! Hope you enjoyed the change of pace compared to 
the first 3 chapter and there will be more to come! Don't forget to 
follow along and if you see anything you like or don't like? Drop in 
a comment and I'll be happy to fix it for you! ** 


5 . Rude Awakenings 



**I am sorry! I know I haven't updated my story and I apologize. I 
will try to update more often and I hope you will continue reading 
and to not give up on me. With that here is chapter 5, 
enjoy ! * * 

**Chapter 5: Rude Awakenings** 

July 25th, 2552 

Sitting in the earth with a black pillar of smoke rising from the 
newly exposed, earth sat Storm's pod, dented and morphed from the 
impact but still intact. The sky let down a beacon of light onto the 
surface of the under siege planet, the rising fire and smoke 
swallowing what were once mighty cities. They were now nothing more 
than empty hollow shells of the once impervious planet. With 
everything that was happening in such a short amount of time. Storm 
could only be certain about one thing; he was still breathing, in 
pain, but breathing. Knowing that he was completely isolated from all 
other UNSC reinforcements. Storm knew that he wouldn't have much time 
before he had covenant bastards crawling on his ass. He was planning 
to be long gone before they showed up. 

His headache pounded at the back of his head like a bad habit. Storm 
hit the emergency release on the pod and a loud hiss came loudly from 
his pod moments before the door flew off. It skipped away as he 
rolled out of the pod since it had landed on its side. Standing from 
the deformed wreck, his eyes caught the fact that there were large 
craters that had the same texture of dirt as his pod was sunken into. 
That meant that his pod must have skipped across the ground hard, 
explaining his sore shoulders from being jerked in the harness. After 
calming his nerves a bit he then noticed something odd about his 
suit, immediately checking to find if something was broken or out of 
place. When he finally reached the groin plate he found it wet, 
smelling strongly of urine as dread filled his mind; bed wetter all 
over again. Even though he hated that nickname, he knew this wasn't a 
time to joke around and he even hesitated which when you are an ODST, 
hesitating will get you killed in a heartbeat. Shaking off the 
thought as much as he could, he began grabbing his gear from his 
dented and ruined pod. It wasn't easy and took him longer to calm 
himself down and force all of the negative crap out of his head. 
Finally equipped with his gear strapped and his battle rifle cradled 

in his arms, he began jogging away from his pod and up a large hill, 

jagged with rocks and his best bet if he didn't want to get grinded 

into a brute's breakfast. Once he made it about half way up the hill 

with the small rocks rolling down as he climbed, a loud whining sound 
went into his ears as he immediately placed himself into a small 
cluster of rocks. 

Suddenly a phantom roared over the hill, followed by two others as 
they flew around the pod, dropping their teams of covenant consisting 
of elites, grunts and some shield jackals. Storm swore he might have 
seen a few sniper jackals in the mix but he didn't count, all he knew 
was there were 20-1 odds and that was enough to get him moving. After 
finally going from cover to cover up the hill, he finally sat 
crouched staring across the wide open terrain. Then as his radio 
gained a signal and a very familiar voice broke through the static. 
"Is there anyone on this channel? This is Corporal Butch of Angel 
squad. My pod is down and I am unable toa€ | " Before the sentence was 
finished, there was a loud, vicious roar and the voice became 



extremely angry. "Fuck! They found me! If anyone is hearing this I'm 
ata€ | !" A pound sounded through the radio and the talking ceased. 
Immediately he used his HUD to track the position of Butch's 
"distress" call and began moving towards his position. Apparently he 
had a bad drop to and he didn't know how long he would last against 
what he would assume to be brutes. 

As Storm drew nearer and nearer to the source of Butch's distress 
signal, there was an immediate change of the regular silence replaced 
by the sound of rage induced screams and the hollow panging that 
reminded him of a child hitting a tin can with a stick. As he 
crouched down and kept himself low to the ground as he went up onto a 
hill, his eye caught four brutes all standing around the source of 
the signal and in front of the pod wielding a gravity hammer, a 
really angry brute chieftain. Judging by the dents in the door of the 
upright pod. Storm realized that Butch was still inside with a brute 
hammering on it constantly, this would turn out really interesting or 
really bad. Then with another ferocious roar the brute picked up his 
gravity hammer and smashed the pod door again, angry cursing coming 
from inside and then pounding back. "Hey! You dumb apeshit 
motherfucker! Let me get this pod open and I'll kick your sorry ass!" 
The brute responded by another scream and smashing the pod again, to 
which Butch responded, "That is it! Knock knock, here comes Butch!" 
Storm immediately raised his rifle and placed the sight on the 
nearest Brute. 

Wella€ | shit . 

As the Chieftain raised his hammer to smash the door once again, 
there was a hiss from the emergency release and without warning as it 
held it above his head, the door flew off and hit it clean in the 
chest. When the other brutes raised their weapons to open fire, the 
one closest to Butch got a good nine bullets into the side of its 
neck and head, dark red blood spewing all over itself and gurgling as 
it crumpled to the ground. The other brute growled as it watched one 
of its pack members drop and in sheer rage fired a long burst of its 
brute spiker at Storm, pelting the earth enough so he took cover. By 
the time he reloaded his battle rifle, the sound of a shotgun blast 
boomed out and he poked his head out of cover. Butch was taking cover 
behind his pod next to the brute with a hole blown clean through the 
once armor covered chest, now just a bubbling mess as the last bit of 
life left it. Without hesitating Butch racked his shotgun and fired a 
blast at the brute to his left, blasting it with enough shot to blow 
its armor off and leaving it in a sheer rage. Storm then quickly 
replied with a burst clean into the dead center of its skull, jaw 
wide open as it flew back and landed hard. The last one took this 
chance to raise its brute shot to fire at Storm who was now moving to 
better cover, the grenade landing directly to his side which sent him 
sprawling to the ground. He felt some shrapnel hit his armor plates 
on his legs as he laid dazed, expecting the second shot to come and 
finish him off. But instead. Storm heard the crack of a sniper rifle 
and the wild shot of the grenade flying off from its mark. As the 
adrenalin wore off from the explosion and Storm regained his head. 
Butch was already picking up the gravity hammer and bringing it down 
on top of the chieftain's head, splattering bits of brain and blood 
all across the ground and on his boots. He spat down onto the corpse 
before glaring down to the body. "Doesn't feel very nice does it you 
shit sniffing son of a bitch!" 


Storm examined the rage induced squad member as Butch tossed aside 



the hammer and went back to retrieve the rest of his gear. He 
chuckled as he walked over to the cursing man. "Still haven't lost it 
eh?" 

Butch pulled hard on his Spartan laser until it came free, placing it 
on his back as he turned to Storm. "I never did lose my touch; you of 
all people should know that." 

He couldn't help letting out a smile until footsteps approached and 
both he and Butch raised their weapons. Seeing that it was Red 
walking up to them, he gave a chuckle as the other two stood down. 
"Heard your signal Butch, was hoping for a few more 
injuries." 

Letting out a sigh and holding his arms wide. Butch gave the 
appearance like he was sad. "I know, it must be a terrible 
disappointment to the crowd. 

As the radio came through with Cross's voice, it was the three of 
them knew it was time to get back to work. "Storm, Butch, good to 
hear that you're both still breathing. Get back to us ASAP; we got a 
war to fight . " 

At that moment after a few glances. Butch racked his shotgun and 
chuckled. "After all these years of serving with you sir, I've never 
been more glad to hear your voice." 

With that. Red took lead and ran ahead while Butch and Storm followed 
behind. Now, from all he had been through. Storm could only assume 
that whatever lay out before them, but one thing was absolutely 
clear . 

If Reach was going to fall, those bastards were going to pay for 
every life lost with ten of their own. 

**Thank you for reading my story! I will try to work on the next 
chapter much faster than before. If you have anything you would like 
to see or even just a correction I should make, just remember to tell 
me and I will fix it as soon as I can! Thank you again and hopefully 
you will continue reading!** 


6. Ride through the Country 

**I am so sorry! I've been busy with school as of late so I haven't 
had much time to work on the story. For those of you who have 
remained true and patient I thank you all! And for those of you who 
are still discovering this story I hope you stay true to it. With 
that said here is chapter six! Enjoy (Note, due to school related 
issues and other things, new chapters WILL be slow to publish, 
sorry ! ) * * 

**Chapter 6: Ride through the country** 

July 26th, 2552 

After a hellish run across the rocky slopes near New Alexandria, 
Butch, Red and Storm finally managed to meet up with the rest of 
their squad who were holed up in an abandoned farmhouse. When they 
identified themselves. Snow greeted Storm with a gentle punch on the 



arm and a warm smile, putting that warm feeling that was better than 
him pissing his pants. Right after that Cross gave a whistle and 
everyone turned to the old crusty bastard and paid attention, knowing 
that this was beyond chit-chat time and was now fuck-up-some-covies 
time. After everyone settled in a little he began to speak. "Alright, 
so now that were all here, we got a big fucking problem on our hands. 
Covies decided to hit Reach with everything they had." 

Hammer's eyes went about as wide as saucers as he forced a hard gulp 
down. "You mean _everything _sir?" He said with great emphasis, still 
unable to comprehend the power that the Covenant had been holding the 
whole time. 

"They sent everything, as in the entire god-damned fleet. Enough to 
punch clean through our oribital batteries like they were toy guns 
shooting at a giant." 

Snow crossed her arms in concern as she thought deeply, attempting to 
say something but nothing was said until Storm spoke up. "So where 
exactly does that leave us, sir?" That was something he still didn't 
quite understand, what could one squad of ODST ' s do against the 
entire Covenant fleet? 

'Well, here comes the fun part," Cross said with a smirk, staring 
around at the squad. "We got radio contact with one of the platoon 
sergeants who goes by the name of "Rusty" . He said his boys down in 
the camp have needed some reinforcements against Covenant strike 
teams coming in from the Corvette above New Alexandria. That's where 
we come in. Our job is to head down to the base and offer whatever 
support they need, and trust me on the fact we will be VERY busy for 
the next few days. Anyone got any questions?" After a brief moment of 
silence. Cross gave a confirming nod. "Alright, pack yourselves into 
the farming trucks. Storm, Butch, you two are with me. Snow, Hammer, 
Red, you three take the other vehicle." With that everyone set on 
their helmets and got to their vehicles. Storm taking the shotgun 
seat while Butch propped his launcher on the roof of the vehicle, 
obviously eager to blow something up. Hell, Storm was to after all 
they did to this planet. So without further a due the squad went 
roaring down the dirt road with the thoughts of bloodlust on their 
minds . 

As they made their way down the long and windy road. Storm sat on the 
shotgun seat of the truck staring out the window, watching for 
anything unusual before looking to Cross and actually attempting to 
make conversation. "What did you do before you became an ODST?" Storm 
asked curiously, not actually knowing all that much about the bald 
man himself. 

Holding the steering wheel tight in his hands, the cold bastard 
looked over at Storm with a smirk. "That depends; you want bullshit 
or the truth?" 

Not really know where he was going with this, he responded with a 
shrug. "Truth I suppose." 

Cross gave a slight chuckle before turning his head over to Storm and 
looking him dead in the eyes. "I used to work for ONI. Was a field 
operative for the longest time until I got sick and tired of the 
whole bullshit that just filled your nose. Everything was absolute 
with the backstabbing and the bribes and all that shit, you would 



think that war would change people but people are still the 
same . " 

Absolutely dumbfounded by what the man had just told him, he was 
about to call bullshit on Cross but the more he thought about it, the 
more it actually seemed possible. "So let me guess. Cross was a 
nickname they gave you because of how god damn cranky you are?" 

The old sergeant just laughed until he finally was able to come up 
with an answer. "Nah, Cross was my codename because I would crucify 
people for the UNSC for shit like illegal fund transfers, rebel 
activity, the whole works. Was fucking deskwork I tell you." 

Storm couldn't help but shoot a look over at Cross and let out a 
chuckle, not having actually known the man on this level before. Then 
to Storm's surprise. Cross went to speak back to him but was 
interrupted by a slight whining that seemed to carry through the air. 
"You hear thata€|?" Cross asked, glancing over his shoulder to Butch. 
"Keep your eyes open Butch." 

The man in the back responded with a short brief nod, hefting his 
launcher up to his shoulder as he kept his eyes focused on the sky, 
seeing nothing but the passing of leaves and the grey overcast that 
laid beyond that. But the whining grew louder and louder, everyone 
getting on edge as they began to think it might have been a problem 
with the engines of one of the trucks. Then as the whining grew 
incredibly close, there was a quick flash as something banked in from 
over the trees, lining up with the road and the sound of hissing air 
breaking the constant whining. As soon as that was heard, there was a 
massive explosion of green right in front of Cross's truck, who 
immediately grabbed a hold of the steering wheel and yanked the truck 
to evade the plasma as Butch yelled out. "Banshees! On our six!" With 
that came the sound of another shot followed by the same burst of hot 
plasma as before. As soon as that one had been evaded. Banshees now 
opened up with their plasma cannons, pounding the earth as they 
rapidly flew in. 

As soon as the first explosion had gone off. Cross had his helmet on 
and yelling back to Butch. "I can't keep this up! Shoot that rat 
bastard out of the fucking sky!" He screamed over the wailing of the 
hostile aircraft and the roaring of the cheap motor as it screamed 
loudly . 

"I can't get a damn lock on him! The trees are too thick!" He 
responded, trying to keep himself balanced while another two Banshee 
bombs descended upon them, throwing up dirt into the windshield. 

Storm had already began firing burst from his battle rifle at the 
aircraft which wouldn't do much, but there had been the odd chance 
where he managed to bring one down like this; but then again, there 
weren't any trees. 

As the trucks wailed from the abusive maneuvers that they were never 
supposed to take, they then came to a fork in the road where the tree 
line stopped and with that, exposing the Banshees. He didn't even 
have to remind the crazy bastard in the back who already held the 
bead steady on the lead one. Once the targeting system beeped with 
confirmation of a lock. Butch let loose a rocket that flew true 
towards it but at the last second, rolled to the right and the rocket 
sailed past. Giving out a curse and began lining him up for another 
shot. Before he could though, there was a sudden flash from the 



second truck and the red laser from Hammer's weapon stuck the Banshee 
in its side, separating the entire thing in half as the pilot fell 
out of it, nothing more than a charred corpse with his burning 
wreckage. Butch let out a roaring laughter as he yelled out to his 
brother. "Damn good shot, but I think you missed one!" 

Hammer responded in kind as he let the searing hot barrel cool off. 
"No thanks to your sloppy shooting you blind old bastard!" With that 
said, the remaining Banshee swooped in low, firing a bust towards 
Red's truck, most of the shots hitting the dirt but two of them 
meeting their mark on Hammer; one on his left shoulder and the other 
one on his chest plate as he screamed out in pain. Butch yelled out 
loudly with, "BROTHER!" as without a moments hesitation he threw up 
his launcher, in a blind rage firing off a shot without letting it 
lock on, almost hitting the Banshee but sailing past it. Storm 
realized that it had Red's truck sighted in, moving in to unleash one 
last Banshee bomb which would destroy the old, crappy farm truck. 
Without a moment's hesitation, he grabbed hold of one of the spike 
grenades at his belt, looted from the brutes earlier as he yelled 
back to Cross. "Slow the truck down just a little!" 

The man didn't understand what he was saying until he saw the grenade 
clutched in his hand, looking at Storm with a shake of his head, 
"You're one crazy son of a bitch." And with that he let go of the gas 
a little, waiting as the banshee slowly leveled its wings to let 
loose its killing shot. He would only have one shot at this, once 
chance to save that truck and Butch's brother from those alien 
bastards. Once the pilot brought his craft just close enough to have 
an accurate shot. Storm whipped the grenade into the air as it sailed 
freely from his grip, flying straight towards the purple Banshee 
until with a solid "THUNK" it stuck. Butch stared back over his 
shoulder as he had a fresh round of rockets loaded up, only to see a 
mass explosion of spikes followed by the sound of the Banshee 
screaming towards the earth with a hole blown into its side. A wild 
shot flew forth from the barrel of the descending aircraft, hitting 
the ditch as the Banshee soon followed, a mass explosion of blue fire 
and dirt as it finally laid to rest. There was a moment of silence 
from everyone before Hammer let out a hearty laugh. "Fuck yeah Storm! 
That's how it's done!" He laughed as he stood up on the back of the 
truck, the plasma burns only being minor from hitting the armour 
plates . 

Leaning out of the shotgun window hearing the cheers of everyone on 
his team. Storm pulled himself into the truck and looked over at 
Cross who was eyeing him. "You did good kid, never thought you 
actually pull that off." 

Butch interrupted Storm before he could respond, pounding him on the 
shoulder through the back window and looking over to Cross. "Sir, I 
think this kid deserves a fucking medal or something!" With another 
pat on the back. Butch then proceeded to sit up in the back, calling 
out a fury of curses towards the crashed covenant Banshee's. 

Then over the radio silence, came Snow's voice saying, "You saved our 
asses StormaC | thank you." She said softly, filling Storm with a warm 
feeling as he stared back out the front window again. 

Tomorrow was going to be so much fucking worse. 

**Thank you for reading my story! I will try and update more chapters 



sooner but I can't make any promises as of now. Keep up the reading 
and I hope you enjoy it!** 


7 . Calvary? 

**Hello everyone and once again I have to apologize for my lack of 
writing, I have contacted the dreaded writing block for quite some 
time. I just thought I might as well keep the story moving so you can 
enjoy it. So at last ****here is Chapter 7! ** 

**Chapter 7: Calvary?** 

July 26th, 2552 

After Angel squad had been driving for what seemed like the longest 
drive in their lives, they stopped in order to tend to Hammer's 
wounds. They were all tense after the last attack from the banshees 
and they intended not to be sitting for too long. Storm kept his 
rifle held up while the distance sounded off with little more than a 
couple of gunshots, followed by silence. Cross waved over to him 
while the rest of the squad kept a perimeter, watching carefully for 
any covenant that might have heard the engagement . As he crouched 
down next to Hammer, his groans became much louder as Cross attempted 
to pull of his chest plate. Storm joined him as it finally pulled 
free, not being completely silent as Hammer once more gave out a 
growl between his clenched teeth, gripping the dirt while Storm set 
it aside. "Alright, grab me the biofoam Storm." Cross ordered Storm, 
responding with a short not as he set the chest plate aside with a 
clang. Storm quickly grabbed the canister and tossed it over to 
Cross, moving back to his place beside Hammer. 

"How bad is it?" Storm asked quietly, looking down at the burn in his 
squad mate's chest, blackened flesh letting off some smoke from the 
expanded plasma. Cross didn't respond, and instead pulled the safety 
pin on the foam. 

Looking over with only a small glance. Cross pressed the canister 
nozzle into the wound and pulled the trigger on it, quickly filling 
up the small hole. Hammer groaned hesitantly as he tried to hold back 
the pain, but immediately failed and clenched his teeth once again. 
Shortly after Cross threw the canister aside and retrieved the chest 
plate, offering it to Hammer while he leaned on Storm for support. 
"Next time, try not to get yourself so fucked up." 

Giving a smirk underneath his visor. Hammer grabbed his chest plate 
out of Cross's hand and fitted it back into place. Taking in a deep 
breath to ensure that he could breathe properly, he held a hand up to 
his wound and chuckled. "Speak for yourself sir; I would have been 
f ine . " 

Ignoring that comment and whistling, the six of them immediately 
loaded up back into their trucks but this time with Red in the back 
instead of Hammer. With that the six of them roared down the road 
once again, determined this time to reach their destination without 
faltering. As they continued on, there was complete silence amongst 
the entire squad while they roared down the dirt roads until 
suddenly, a signal came through with static over their comms . Once 
the signal was finally clear enough to be heard, a gruff voice with 
the sound of plasma fire blazing in the background. "ThisaC | Platoon 



Sergeant GeridaC i !" It came through patchy, but whatever was 
happening on the other end sounded desperate; that was enough for 
Cross to call out to Gerid. 

"This is Sergeant Cross of Angel Squad, do you copy, I repeat, do you 
copy?" He remained silent while waiting for a response, unsure if his 
signal was strong enough to reach the source. 

"...Under heavy covenant assaulta€ i heavy casualt iesa€ | any UNSC 
personnela€ | !" After that the radio cut silent, not another word or 
bit of static coming from their channel. 

There was not hesitation from Cross as he gunned the truck harder 
than they were before. Snow following his example but speaking out 
over the radio. "Sir, was that from the base we had orders to 
assist? " 

For a little while he didn't answer, until finally he spoke it out 
loudly enough that it seemed to rattle Storm's helmet. "Let's kick 
some asses Angels!" And with that came a roaring approval from the 
others, incredibly eager to get some payback after what they did to 
Reach. Storm thought to himself that this wouldn't be a cakewalk, but 
he was tired of running away from these bastards; it was time to hit 
them where it hurt . 

After the incredibly eager ride towards what they knew as a battle 
zone, the intense sound of gunshots and volleys of plasma fire 
pounded through the air, a few turrets letting loose their payload as 
well. Shifting his truck once again into full speed as Cross drove 
his truck over the crest of a small hill, they finally got a full 
view of the small scale war that the covenant had been pushing so 
hard to remove the UNSC off the hill. 

The outpost was built up on a large hill that overlooked a wide flat 
area, looming over the area that went until trees separated the 
farmland from the hills and roads. On the hill were marines, dug into 
trenches and gun emplacements while they attempted to return fire at 
the oncoming covenant. So far they had held their own pretty well, 
and most of covenant forces had been put out of their misery from 
their advance up the hill. But it was at that moment that they all 
saw what Gerid had been talking about; ghosts. From what they could 
tell there were quite a few that were alive, but it was obvious that 
there had been many more at the time of the attack. The marines were 
getting desperate, firing off shots at the quick and speedy ghosts 
with hope that they might take one down, but so far it wasn't 
working . 

As Cross then turned off to head towards the base, the radio signal 
came through but this time without the static. "Sergeant Cross! Sorry 
for the lack of a welcome party but I need you to take down those god 
damn ghosts!" 

Without a word, the farming trucks went screaming along the open 
ground as Butch stood up on the back, bracing his rocket launcher on 
the roof of the truck while Red did the same with his sniper. Once 
they had got close enough to be within firing range. Cross screamed 
out to the two gunners in the trucks while the ghost drivers suddenly 
turned to face them. "Let those fuckers have it!" 


Waiting until he had a solid lock on one of the engaging ghosts 



Butch let a rocket fly out his barrel as it streaked with eagerness 
towards its target. The grunt had no time to respond before the 
rocket slammed into the front of the hovering vehicle, the impact 
sending the ghost flying into the ground with dirt spewing from its 
impact. Right after that was followed by Storm firing out the side 
window, each burst from his rifle striking the side of the ghost as 
once again the driver turned to them. The grunt held the trigger down 
as a burst of plasma fire streaked towards the truck, putting 
cindering holes in the body as they continued driving past. Several 
more ghosts had begun their approached as suddenly; plasma struck the 
front right tire on the cheap vehicle and suddenly lurching to one 
side. Digging itself into the dirt. Storm felt himself lurch forward 
and smack his chest into the dashboard before being the truck rolled 
again. Pain shot through his body with every impact the truck did 
until with one last smack on his helmet, it stopped moving. 

Ringing filling his ears. Storm glanced over at Cross who was 
clutching his shoulder. From the looks of it he was beat up bad, but 
still breathing. As Storm then tried to get his bearings, he looked 
up at the front with his head spinning too much for him to focus on 
anything. Suddenly something grabbed him by the shoulder and began 
dragging him out, yelling going on around him with something distant 
that seemed to pound his ears painfully. Right as whatever was 
dragging him stopped moving, his head cleared while he was looking 
into the eyes of Butch, yelling right at him. "C'mon man, get your 
ass up!" Storm shook his head as he looked around for his rifle, 
still lost in the confusion as he grabbed it and took in his 
surroundings . 

From the time they crashed. Storm now realized he was sitting right 
behind a barricade made out of the two trucks which the squad was now 
using to shoot out at the remaining ghosts. As Hammer let out another 
laser shot. Storm stood up to the top of the barricade and began 
firing at the ghosts. Compared to when they had first driven in, only 
a couple of them were left as they now began mopping up the few that 
remained. Once the last ghost had collapsed into the ground, the six 
of them moved their way up the hill, seeing if they could find the 
Platoon Sergeant. As the rest of them approached the small canvas 
roofing that gave away the HQ, there was furious yelling coming 
inside as a voice chattered on a radio. Cross ignored this and 
entered the tent; the rest of Angel squad following him until the man 
leaned over the radio speaker stood sighing. "Fuckin' covenant, got 
every inch of support we got scattered all over the fucking 
map . " 

Storm and the rest of them all stood tensely as they removed their 
helmets, letting Cross do all the talking as he walked over to the 
Platoon Sergeant. "I presume you must be Rusty?" 

As the man lit up a cigar, he chuckled to himself and glanced over. 
"Yeah, that's me alright. Let me guess, God sent down my guardian 
Angels to pull my ass out of the fire?" 

"Well, I suppose you could say that." Cross replied, giving a smirk. 
"If by helping you mean blowing every covenant that lies between here 
and New Alexandria." 

Rusty paused for a moment and nodded. "Trust me Sergeant; there'll be 
a time for that. But for now we need to focus on pushing back the 
covenant until reinforcements arrive. Nowa€ | " Before the man could 



finish, there was the sound of yelling from the sentries as they 
rushed back to the trenches. At the moment they couldn't hear 
anything but Rusty stood up and looked out his widow, letting a loud 
curse out. "Another cavalry charge, just what we fucking 
needed . " 

Cross gave an odd glance over to Rusty. "A cavalry charge? What 
exactly do you mean by that?" There was no answer from the Platoon 
Sergeant as he simply pointed out the window. Cross waved over for 
Red to check it out, and less than a second later he looked over to 
him. "Looks like ghosts' sir, a full blown army of them." 

There was more cursing from the others while Cross crotched down next 
to Red. "About how many can you spot out?" 

Holding up a hand in order to get silence, the sniper sat there 
watching as he spoke back. "In the front rank that isn't covered by 
the dust cloud? Roughly fifteen to twenty of them, and judging by how 
big it is I'm going to say a whole fuck ton, sir." 

Cross looked over at Rusty, who was over on the other side of the 
room loading up a shotgun. "I'm going to need your squad to assist in 
holding the line. Until support arrives you are on your own out there 
so watch your asses, I don't want to have to send home some of the 
finest in a damn body bag. This is going to be a tough job I'm not 
going to lie to you, but I expect you to get it done!" Right as he 
finished speaking there was the sound off chattering machine gun fire 
as the first ghosts' had finally reached the front of the trenches. 
Rusty hefted the shotgun in both hands as a single ghost screamed 
over the trenches towards the inner defenses. Racking the shotgun as 
he chambered a round, he fired a shot towards the oncoming ghost and 
struck the elite driver, watching as it slammed into the dirt and 
landed right between him and the awe-struck squad of ODSTs ' . When the 
elite driving the craft had slouched up off the vehicle. Rusty racked 
it again and pulled the trigger against its head. Spraying his 
uniform and the floor with a fresh coat of purple blood and brains, 
he glanced up at the loose jawed Angels standing before him. "Are 
there any questions?" Silence answered that as he nodded. "Good, now 
quit standing around before I start kicking asses." 

Immediately grabbing there helmets as they sprinted outside the small 
shelter, the sounds of screaming agony and the chattering of turrets 
mixed with the volleys of plasma fire. Storm kept his head as low as 
he could as Hammer and Butch set up down next to one of the turrets. 
Hearing their sounds of joy as they blasted off their weapons into 
the chaos, the rest of the squad began moving into the trench until 
Snow jerked him on the shoulder. "C'mon Storm, follow me and don't 
lose your head!" She began sprinting through the blazing storm. Storm 
then following her as they ducked and weaved through the hell 
surrounding them. As she bolted out from the trench. Storm leapt up 
with her and kept some suppressing fire on the drivers while she ran 
around the corner. When he had got around to joining her, there was 
the rumbling sound of a roaring engine as Snow pulled up in a 
warthog. Kicking up a massive plume of mud. Storm ran to the back of 
the vehicle and jumped onto the turret. Grabbing a hold of the 
triggers he gripped the controls tight as Snow then roared off 
through the front lines. "Give em' hell Storm!" 


Not even giving that a second thought, he tuned the triple-barreled 
gun from the side of the 'hog. Then bullets came roaring out of the 



barrel like a stream of hot led, spent shell casings flying out the 
side as they ripped through the dirt at high speed. Two ghosts then 
pulled off from the main battle and chased after them, over the rough 
terrain as they let loose blue plasma and a few of their shots 
striking true on the back. Storm then turned the barrel to them and 
opened fire, the turret tearing right through the light crafts' and 
blowing bits of metal off. One of them careened off their trail and 
smashed into the dirt, spinning out before landing on a few unlucky 
marines that happened to be in the way. The second one tried to find 
its aim and began firing another burst, but was cut short as a bullet 
struck the fuel cell on its side and blew it straight in half, the 
elite crumpling and bouncing off the ground like a rag doll. 

The warthog suddenly shifted weight as it sharply spun back around, 
leaving Storm to tuck in his legs and hold onto the turret as they 
drove by for another pass. Storm recovered from the maneuver and 
began spitting rounds towards the now wavering line of ghosts'. Then 
as he continued his firing there was the sudden sliding of tires as 
the front end of the warthog slid into one of the trenches and 
slammed into a dirt mound, throwing Storm right off the turret mount 
as he impacted into the dirt. Immediately feeling his chest plate 
pushing into his ribs and breaking a few, he spun across the ground a 
few more times while pain exploded through his body just like the 
energy sword had all those years ago. Glancing over at the wreckage, 
his breath caught as he spotted Snow still in the driver side door. 
She looked straight at him, leaving him with a feeling of 
hopelessness as he saw an elite stepping straight towards her. 

Fear clutched him as he struggled to find words, watching as her 
visor flickered and he looked straight at her eyes. There was blood 
running down her forehead, leaving her simply leaned up against the 
steering wheel as he watched, unable to move while the split lipped 
alien drew closer and closer. From where Storm was the elite seemed 
to be moving so slowly, but in reality his mind knew that it was 
going to reach her very quickly. He knew that she was going to die; 
the look in her eyes said it all. The look in someone's eyes when 
that moment comes is like a beacon to anyone that sees it. But what 
filled him with dread more than anything is that he knew there was 
nothing he could do, laying in the ground like a bully standing over 
a child. It was simply the fact that he knew how fast that the elite 
was moving, and that he couldn't think of anything to do. However his 
mind wasn't about to let his squad mate, his friend, be killed while 
he sat on his ass and did nothing. This was one of those moments that 
he felt a surge of anger rise up in his chest, burning like a fire 
from the depths of hell. He wasn't going to let the bastard get her 
without a fight. 

Doing the only thing he could possibly manage. Storm rolled over onto 
his back using his arms. His body screamed at him to black out and 
give in, but he forced his will against it. Drawing out his magnum 
from his side holster. Storm brought his left arm up weakly, 
straining to keep a sight picture on the lumbering alien as it closed 
in on Snow. Her eyes seem to widen when she saw him doing this, but 
he didn't care, right now this was all he was worried about. This 
split lip bastard was going to kill his friend, but he wasn't about 
to give it a free one. As the elite pounced on top of the warthog 's 
cage, its plasma rifle seemed to glisten in the sunlight as it 
leveled its barrel. Finally steadying the gun enough to have a sight 
picture on it, he pulled back the trigger and felt the side arm kick 
back from the recoil as the round streaked towards the elite. 



Right as he fired off the shot, there was the sound of chattering gun 
fire that tore the elite wide open, spewing blood everywhere as it 
flew off and smashed into the dirt. Looking for the source of the 
gunfire, his answer was brought to light as the uniforms of familiar 
ODSTs ' came from behind him, laying down an area of fire while one of 
the others fired a Spartan laser towards the ghosts. But these 
weren't Angel squad; their markings that were placed on their 
shoulders were a completely different squad. He watched as with 
perfect unison the men moved rapidly in, firing down upon the 
wavering lines of ghosts as now the marines roared forth with new 
found bravery. Two of the unmarked ODST ' s ran to the warthog as the 
plasma fire continued to spay towards them, dragging Snow out of the 
ruined vehicle. Storm looked into her eyes as she also met his, 
giving himself the feeling he wasn't on the battlefield and that he 
didn't even feel the pain that was coursing through his veins. He 
simply watched as they pulled her into the nearby trench. 

Letting himself fall back into the blackness, he felt something tug 
his shoulders and drag him against the ground, hearing distant voices 
as he slowly began to fade out. Now that he knew Snow was safe, he 
let his mind fall into the blackness as he finally gave into his 
pain . 

**I hoped you enjoyed chapter 7! Sorry for the HUGE delay but I will 
try and keep chapters coming in faster now that my writing block has 
moved past. Thank you for being patient and stay tuned for next time, 
and if you have any reviews or advice for me don't hesitate to 
ask ! ** 


End 
f ile . 



